MODERN TRAVEL

it failed to reveal the home of Abraham. At Basra, the
home of Sinbad, we landed to exchange pilots and toy
with a second breakfast at the British Air Force base.
Already the sun was sending out a pale, searing heat.
Passing over a group of oil refineries and tanks that
resembled a village of small gasometers, we came to the
head of the Persian Gulf, and reached Bushire, on the
north side, about half-past ten, to find a third breakfast
awaiting us, this time of fish. We were now in Persia.
A soldier uniformed like the Shah stood by the machine.
Customs officials, to show their importance, rummaged
through every cranny of our luggage. A horde of semi-
naked men, brown and black, proceeded with the pro-
cess of refuelling, mounting by ladders to the upper
wing, and there connecting the tanks with the Anglo-
Persian Oil Company's wheeled container by means of
long hoses. The aerodrome was blistering. As we pre-
pared to leave, the resident engineer begged the pilot
to obtain from Karachi a watering-can with a rose, as
he had some seedlings for whose health a fine spray
was essential. Astonished at the incongruity of man
and his environment, we were off again, flying at 5000
feet along the side of a yet higher range of mountains.
The shores of the Gulf presented a desolate and purga-
torial appearance on this blazing August morning, lack-
ing entirely the sharp blues and golden cliffs of the
Mediterranean. Land and water had been sucked of
their colour by the sun, and displayed only a malignant
pallor.

During the journey, we ate sardine sandwiches,
crumbling with heat, and drank lime-juice and water
from an earthen pot, which had kept it surprisingly
cold. The next stop was Lingeh, where refuelling was
again necessary. Here the heat became a white delirium,
dancing over the arid, pebbly dust, hurting the eyes and
weakening the breath. A few palms and a group of
women stood in silhouette, as upon a snow-field. A
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